BOAT-DRILL

he answered it. I did not inquire about his
holidays. Like the Steward on the cross-channel
steamer, he was pale and thin and meek! but a trifle
less meek, and certainly more sturdy, morally.
This is the day on which " everyone" in England
either has gone to the north or is going. There
seems to be some truth in the adage that it takes
all sorts to make a world.

At Sea, August.

The same steward further informed me that if the
interval between two voyages did not exceed four
days, the Line kept him on. But if it exceeded
four daySj they got rid of him. He was anticipat-
ing an idle interval of three months soon. " What
do you do then ? " I asked. He said: " We go
on the dole, sir. The Line sometimes loses good
servants, sir, that way. We ought to get a small
retaining fee." At the price of a small retaining
fee, he seemed quite willing to be thrown out of
work whenever it suited the Line.

I found on the lunch-table a printed card from
the captain inviting me to attend boat-drill at
5 p.m., with life-belt. I at once decided that I
would not attend boat-drill, not because I was not
very curious to see it, but because I knew I should
feel uncomfortably self-conscious, foolish, dad in
a life-belt. So constituted is the nature of man
that I preferred the risk of drowning at sea through
ignorance to the constraint of appearing before
my fellow-creatures in a cumbersome life-belt.
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